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syrup crisped into amusing shapes called
the jdavi. Forbidden delights ! But did
I not savour you in my childhood surrep-
titiously, and escape enteric until so very
many years later, long returned from
England, a perverse Antaeus weakened
by contact with his own earth, I con-
tracted that disease from pseudo-European
food?
There were a few signboards in English
in that bazaar even then, nothing like as
many as when I revisited the place some
twenty years later, no longer tolerant of
smells or avid for Oriental confectionery,
and saw that an Indian baker described
himself on a signboard as " Best Loafer,"
and a moment later was constrained to
raise my sun-helmet as I passed one
whose signboard declared biro not only
carpenter, ironworker, rickshaw-maker,
etc., but " Maker of All Things."
I made as a child some curious friends
in that bazaar, in particular a certain
worker in wood in whose small dark
shop one could spend half an hour very